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entirely forsaken, and were forced to struggle on, in penury and
straits, from week to week.

They had nothing hut a cow and a few sheep left them; these
Elizabeth herself, with her children, often tended at their grass.
She was sitting one clay with her work in the field, Leonora at
her side, and a sucking child on her breast, when they saw from
afar a strange-looking shape approaching towards them. It was
a man with a garment all in tatters, barefoot, sunburnt to a
black-brown colour in the face, deformed still farther by a long
matted beard: he wore no covering on his head; but had twisted
a garland of green brandies through his hair, which made his
wild appearance still more strange and haggard. On his back
he bore some heavy burden in a sack, very carefully tied, and as
he walked he leaned upon a young fir.

On coining nearer, he put down his load, and drew deep
draughts of breath. He bade Elizabeth good-day; she shuddered
at the sight of him, the girl crouched close to her mother. Having
rested for a little while, he said : " I am getting back from a very
hard journey among the wildest mountains of the Earth; but to--
pay me for it, I have brought along with me the richest treasures
which imagination can conceive, or heart desire. Look here, and
wonder!" Thereupon he loosed his sack, and shook it empty:
it was full of gravel, among which were to be seen large bits of
chuck-stone, and other pebbles. " These jewels," he continued,
"are not ground and polished yet, so they want the glance and
the eye; the outward fire, with its glitter, is too deeply buried in
their inmost heart; yet you have but to strike it out and frighten
them, and show that no deceit will serve, and then you see what
sort of stuff they are.'* So saying, he took a piece of flinty stone,
and struck it hard against another, till they gave red sparks be-
tween them. " Did you see the glance?" cried he. "Ay, they are-
all fire and light; they illuminate the darkness with their laugh,
though as yet it is against their will." With this he carefully
repacked his pebbles in the bag, and tied it hard and fast. "I
know thee very well," said he then, with a saddened tone; " thou;
art Elizabeth." The woman started.

" How comest thou to know my name ?" cried she, with a
forecasting shudder.

"Ah, good God!" said the unhappy creature, " I am Christia~,
he that was a hunter: dost thou not know me, then ?"

She knew not, in her horror and deepest compassion, whafc to-